MABEL (looking at the bit of paper) : Sixty-three;
Mllman Street. FIl let you know if I've got to
put you off.

BARCALDINE : Can I write to you to-night ?

MABEL : What for ?

BARGALDINE : I'd like to.

MABEL    (holding   his   hand) :    You're   funny.

You're not really good-looking, are you ?

BARGALDINE : Some girls think so.

MABEL : No, they don't. Would you like me to

kiss you ?

BARGALDINE : Yes, I should.

MABEL : Anybody see us ?

BARGALDINE : No, no.

[She lets go his hand and, getting hold of his
shoulder5 she pulls him towards her and kisses him
on the mouth.

MABEL : There.

BARGALDINE : I say------

MABEL (getting up] : It's stopped altogether
now. (Moving away.)

BARGALDINE : Has it really ?
MABEL :   Almost.
BARGALDINE : Not quite though.
MABEL : Here he comes.

BARCALDINE : Blow ! Why not dash off? Let's
get off. Make up some excuse to-morrow.

MABEL : Shall we ?

BARGALDINE : Why not ? I'll see you home.
MABEL : No, it's beastly mean.
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